Sacred and Profane

put on the falcon to encourage it, and to keep It from its prey.
It is a hood or bandage hiding up its eyes. While this is its quarry
it is blind to all else. It is a dead alley leading to no end. What
else was that hallucination where the roses grew upon the wall!
The scent of their petals blew a ghost into your arms. It laid a
cheek against your cheek. It had the scent of that skin and of
those fronds of hair, and, in another breath, had cheated you and
gone. All its deceits were treachery and imposture.

But there are other contingencies. Those persons who belong
to that category to which we joined ourselves will have found
their instinct in certain proved directions. To say your paradise
is warmth and that hell, to you, is cold, is to admit, already, that
there are definite indications in your nature. This will be dis-
played, as always, in double or reflected paradox. To this must be
added, for it is like a system or a run of numbers, the multiples
that are in harmony or coalescence with yourself. Such are
spokes or flanges in your wheel of fate. They branch out from
the heart or centre of your life, but their purpose is towards the
rim, the exterior edge of your existence. This is the world as it
revolves round you. These are but faces in the crowd.

But there is, in fact, one essential disparity, if we compare this
warfare with a war of men. For it is waged against another kind
of animal. The female is entirely different from the male. Those
men who understand women know their minds but not their
souls; whereas the men who have mastered their enemy, over-
powered it and forced it to surrender, see the body and do not
know the mind or soul. Those men who form the closest friend-
ships with women, who are, by nature, predestined to that
intimacy, are, so often, those who are the least interested, and
that for shortcomings or deficiencies which remove them from
the line of battle. They are exposed, though, equally, or to greater
degree, to the full devastation of their mind and soul, but coming
from other angles and under the influences, as we might think,
of other stars. It would be unwise, therefore, to underrate their
feeling, for it is subtlety of understanding that makes them friends
with women.

To speak of Sacred and Profane love is to write down all
poetry in two words alone. For Sacred and Profane are but, the
names of two continents, as it were, out of the whole world.